POSTSCRIPT
founded on solid arrays of facts come bursting through optimistic
clouds, the time has come to inquire about your ticket for the
Hebrides.
But few Czechs read the British Press, and those that do and
those that do not are alike of a strangely childlike and confiding
nature and tend to believe what they are told, and that is the
reason for their troubles,
On these two days, Monday and Tuesday, March i3th and I4th,
1939, when Prague was dying and did not know it, I spent a deal
of time in the hall of my hotel, which was on the first floor and
had a glass wall on the street side. From there I was able to watch
the final act in this tragedy of an unsuspecting people.
It was fantastic. All day long the Pragers went busily about
their normal occupations as if nothing untoward were afoot. The
trams clanged unconcernedly to and fro before the hotel, at a
spot that I never passed without thinking of a morning when the
waiter brought me my breakfast and said 'There's a man without
a head lying in the street*, and I looked out of the window and
actually a headless man lay there; one moment he had been one
of those thousands of busy Pragers, running for a tram, and his
foot slipped and the next moment he lay in the Wenceslas Platz
without a head. As the tragedies of individuals, for some reason,
register more deeply upon our limited human emotions than those
of massacred masses, I carried with me always a picture of that
decapitated man and thought of him every time I passed the spot,
just as I thought of the blue-faced Venus whenever I passed the
Gellert Bridge in Budapest.
Now I sat at my window and watched the busy daytime scene
give way to the afternoon promenade. Between what we call
tea-time and supper-time, the Wenceslas Platz fills with quietly
strolling crowds, mainly of young people; the lads try to pull and
crush their cheap hats into the shape of those worn by Robert
Taylor, and the girls come fresh from the hairdresser with their
hair in the strangest shapes, and they stroll up and down, up and
down, and a camel might pass more easily through the eye of
a needle than a guest from the hotel who wishes to reach the
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